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Prick Tease 


He'd run screaming through the hotel with his bandmates in hot pursuit. People would have been staring, 
debating whether to join in or call Il. But, to Taylor, it was all part of the game. Part of the fun. Because if 
you couldn't play hard to get, what could you play? 


He knew what they wanted and he wasn't going to give in that easily. They were men, all pumped up on 


testosterone and adrenaline, their dicks hard in their pants. 


Rounding the final corner, he sprinted for his room, hands fumbling for the card key. Behind him, he could hear 
their voices calling to him like a pack of rabid dogs. Screaming obscenities and comments of a distinctly sexual 


nature. 


Tearing the card key from his pocket, he jammed it into the door of room 404. With his heart pounding, 
Taylor dared to glance over his shoulder. They were there, streaming toward him, three amped up and horny 


specters of the night. A sneer twisted his boss’ lips as hands reached out to grab him. 


The door clicked and Taylor all but fell in, slamming the door shut behind him. Grinning, he leaned against it and 
took deep, ragged breaths. It didn't matter how in shape you were, being chased by people who wanted your 


ass had the tendency to wear you out. 

Fists began to pound on the door, the wood rattling against its frame. 
‘Open up, Hawkins! You know you want it in your ass!" 

"Fuck's sake, Taylor, you fuckin’ prick tease!" 


Stepping away from the door, he stared at it, his grin widening to a smirk. How long did he leave them to stew 


for? Five minutes? Ten? Until one of them went and got another key? 


He stilled himself, his own excitement growing. Would he come tonight? Would they even let him sleep? Or 
would they spend all night fucking him? 


Grabbing a bottle of water, he took a drink and watched the door. The hammering stopped but they'd still be 
there, lulling him into a false sense of security. If, and when, he opened the door, they'd pounce on him. But 
two could play that game. 


Ambling to the door, he peered through the peephole. Yep, they were still there. Watching and waiting. 
"Man, l'm so tired," he said loudly and obnoxiously enough for them to hear. 
That started it again, the hammering and screaming becoming louder. 


Laughing, Taylor leaned against the door. "Wanna keep it down out there?! You'll have fuckin' security comin’ up 


here to arrest you. And you wanna get laid, don't you?!" 


Three faces fell and the banging stopped. Pressing his eye to the tiny hole, Taylor watched them look at one 
another as though debating what to do next. But he knew the peace and quiet wouldn't last for long. Soon 
they'd be at it again, banging down the door until he let them in. 


Taking a deep breath, he turned the handle, opened the door, and stood back. 


It was like a tidal wave of bodies as Dave, Nate, and Chris forced their way in. The door slammed and, as he 
made a break for the other side of the room, strong arms caught him and pulled him back. One hand snaked 
over his mouth while the other gripped his right arm, keeping him a virtual prisoner. But it wasn't going to 
stop him and he struggled and squealed as he was hauled into the middle of the room. 


They liked to make him watch. Liked to show him what was coming. And, like a lamb being led to slaughter, he 
was stood at the foot of the bed, staring as Nate and Chris stripped the upper layers of bedding away. Once 
the bare white sheet was exposed, they piled the pillows in the middle. It was an act which only made Taylor 


squirm more, fighting against Dave's arms. 


Fingers pressed into his cheek and that voice hissed in his ear, "Chill out the fuck out, Hawkins. You love this 


really." 


From the corner of his eye, he saw Nate look up. "Ropes?" 
Behind him, he felt Dave shift, no doubt nodding toward the corner. "Over there." 


Taylor loved it when the panic began to rise and the red hot adrenaline coursed through his veins. It was a 
reawakening, every one of his senses coming to life. The energy from the stage still rode over him, the 


promise of what was to come only making the moment even more exciting. 


Still struggling against the arms which held him, he watched as ropes were looped through the bed's metal 
head board. He knew that the bag also contained more of the same, along with a blindfold. Half of the fun was 
the sensory deprivation. But it didn't mean he couldn't act like a Class A brat before they got to the main 


course. 
Sinking his teeth into Dave's fingers, he struggled free, his friend howling in pain as Taylor dashed for the door. 
"Fuckin grab him!" the singer bawled. 


He was going to do it! Going to make it! Stretching out a hand for the door, his fingers brushed it just as he 
was yanked back, Nate's arms wrapping around him and dragging him back toward the bed. Taylor howled and 
kicked, his voice bouncing off the walls. It was in moments like these that their bassist became a monster, 


drugged up on the post show endorphins which raced through all of them and demanding their release. 


There was more hissing, spitting, and struggling as he was dragged to the bed. Somewhere along the way, the 
shorts were torn from his legs, his hard cock springing free. Tossed to the bed, Taylor moved to lie on his 
back and take a look at his assailants, only for his thrashing limbs to be grabbed and held down. 


"For fuck's sake, hold the skinny little shit downl" Chris. 


Rope was looped around his wrists and his arms were pulled straight above his head. Once his arms were 
secure, they went for his legs. Two held them down while the other worked the soft rope around his ankles 
and knees, pulling his legs open and under him until his ass was perfectly positioned over the mound of plump 
pillows. His cock rubbed against the teasing material and he let out a few soft sighs before turning to look at 
the three, panting men who looked down at him. Their eyes were were all darkened with lust and Taylor 
couldn't stay mad for long. Soon they'd be all over him, enjoying the delights of his body. His eyes traveled 
down Dave's fingers and the blindfold which dangled from them. 


Smirking, Taylor licked his lips. "Bring it onl!" 


Snarling, the dark haired man came for him, kneeling on the edge of the bed and drawing the blindfold over 


Taylor's eyes. His world went dark and not being able to see was part of the pleasure. Never did he know who 


was where or what they were preparing to do to him. 


Sinking into the bed, he relaxed, at least for the moment. Around him, he could hear the others shedding their 
clothes and muttering to one another. A shiver of anticipation ran along Taylor's spine and he tried to shift 
against the bonds and raise his ass a little more, trying to tempt them closer. 


Around him, the bed depressed, two at his head and one behind him. Slick fingers plunged into his ass, making 


him grunt as he was roughly prepared 
"Shit," he hissed. "You gotta be so rough back there?" 

A hand slapped his ass. "Shut the fuck up and take your fucking like a man, Hawkins." Dave. 
"Why do you always get first dibs?!" he snapped back. "Don't you like sloppy seconds?!" 


Another slap, the sting ripping through him. It made him hiss and wriggle, pressing his aching erection further 
into the pillows. 


"IFs ‘cause l'm the fuckin’ boss. Me first, then everyone else can have a go. Don't make me go and get the 


techs as well." 


Taylor shuddered at Dave's words, the memories snapping through his mind. That had been a night he'd spent 
months jerking off over. A few of their techs had joined in with their sordid night time activities. All of them 
had enjoyed a ride on the band bike, a few begging for another go. 


He grunted as Dave slid himself in A hand wrapped in his hair and lifted his head. The slick head of someone's 
cock slid over his lips. Setting his jaw, Taylor shook his head. The hand in his hair tightened and he grunted. 
Opening his mouth, he took the cock in his mouth and nearly choked. Yeah, that was Nate all right. Hung like a 
fuckin’ horse. 


Breathing through his nose, he rocked his head back and forth, mouth tight around his bandmate's cock. The 
one in his ass felt delicious, Dave moving with quick, rough thrusts. Each one narrowly missed Taylor's 
prostate, a move he knew was deliberate. But soon. Soon he'd he be howling like a girl. 


Something nudged at his cheek before leaving a damp trail to his mouth. Groaning, he squeezed his eyes shut 
behind the blindfold as Chris pressed himself into Taylor's already full mouth. He managed to get out a rasping 
"Fuck" before his mouth was stretched wide, his bandmates using every one of his holes. 


Taylor loved it. Loved being used and abused. Loved feeling the burn as they stretched and fucked him. Loved 
the love and care they doted on him afterwards. It made him feel needed and wanted. Not that he wasn't 
already needed and wanted but sometimes, like everyone, things fucked with his head and left him feeling 


worthless and annoying. 


He began to relax, the pounding from behind forcing him forward on to Chris and Nate. Alternatively, when 
they thrust into his mouth, it allowed him to push back on to Dave. It was a delicious feeling and he shivered, 
his own arousal fast reaching its peak. Being restrained in such a way allowed him to do very little other than 
be pushed and pulled, his cock rubbing against the soft pillows. A haze of pleasure fell over him, running 
through his body like warm water. He sighed and moaned around Chris and Nate, his tongue managing to lap up 
their pre-come. Above and behind him, the three men grunted and moaned. Slowly their hands trailed over his 
body, stroking his hair, ass and back. He could feel the fight draining from them, their own pleasure no doubt 
balling through their bodies. 


Dave slammed in him one last time before pulling out, Taylor groaning with the loss. 
"One of you," the boss hissed. "Come an’ have a go. | want to fuck his pretty mouth." 


In front of him there was a scrambling as Nate and Chris pulled out. Coughing, Taylor rested his head against 
the bed and took in deep, wet breaths. For a moment, he was free and able to rest. Already his body was 
beginning to ache from the position it was being held in. But the burn was gorgeous, another fire which burned 


through him. 


There was shuffling around him as everyone changed position, the huge bed dipping and rising. A hand swept 
over his head and calloused fingers tugged on his hair. With a small groan, Taylor followed the motion, allowing 
his head to be pulled back. While he couldn't see who was in front of him, he knew from smell alone that it 


was Dave. 
"Gonna be a good boy and suck my dick good and proper?" 
"Yes, sir" 


Willingly he took Dave's cock in his mouth and gently began to suck. Above him, Taylor heard a soft sigh and 
fingers tangled in his hair, alternating between stroking and pulling. 


He was finally in his happy space space, that wonderful, floating head space where the only thing that 
mattered was their mutual pleasure. He felt hands grip his skinny hips and a cock slide into him. Another one 
rubbed against the swell of his ass and, together, the four of them moved as one. 


Fingers slid between him and the pillow, wrapping around his own, hard cock and stroking in time to their 
movements. He sighed around his friend's cock, his tongue tracing the hard flesh. It started in the pit of 
Taylor's stomach, a tight ball of pleasure which would explode and carry him away to another place. A pleasure 
so intense that, at times, it had caused him to pass out. Only for him to wake up in Dave's arms, Chris and 
Nate having disappeared to wherever they went. 


The hand in his hair tightened, a sure sign that the dark haired man was close. A volley of curses filled the 
air, the voices of his bandmates joining it. Breathing deeply through his nose, Taylor braced himself. Hands 
wandered all over his body, his skin shivering and puckering at the touches of calloused hands. He wanted to 


come, wanted to feel that explosion tear through him. But, for the moment, he was held in a state of almost 


suspended animation, waiting for permission to be given 


Dave came first, his hand tightening in Taylor's hair and his seed flooding the blond's mouth. Instinctively he 
tried to pull away but he was held firm as the salty-sweet liquid flowed down his throat. 


A liquid warmth filled his ass as Chris came, roughened fingernails dragging down his hips. Taylor whined and 
bucked, rocking back and forth as the last of the singer's come trickled into his mouth. His own orgasm 
screamed closer as the hand around his cock tightened and flexed Warm, sticky come splattered over his back 
and, with one long, tight stroke of the hand, he came over the pillows, a choking growl ripping from his throat. 


The pleasure pulsed through Taylor as he trembled and groaned, obscenities falling from his lips. It went 


straight to his head, the redness blinding him before it blinked to black and he sank to the bed. 


The bedside clock said 203am. Taking a deep breath, Taylor rubbed the heel of his hand over his forehead. His 
body ached but in a truly delightful way. He could feel where the ropes had held him, slight red marks 
skimming his wrists and legs. His skin was soft and clean and the warm bed clothes were pulled around him. A 
strong body was pressed against him, arms wrapped around him. Smiling, he reached a hand behind himself and 
ran a hand over Dave's hair. The sleeping singer murmured, his grip tightening around Taylor. Taylor smiled to 


himself, life really was perfect. 


